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themselves on their historical accuracy, and yet it is quite
possible to date the two photographs with absolute certainty.
Indeed they hardly appear to us to have any eighteenth-
century character at all.

There is in the bishop's palace at Chichester a famous wall-
painting of the Virgin and Child., known as the Chichester
Roundel, and there are at South Kensington two copies of
this, one made recently by Professor Tristram,, which seems
an absolute replica of the original, and one made in 1840.
The latter, while done by an artist who was obviously making
every effort to be faithful, has the oddest look of the youthful
Queen Victoria.

One is almost driven to believe in the mystical conception
of a ^eitgeist who determines for us every detail of our lives,
down to gestures, turns of phrase, and even thoughts. It is a
distasteful notion, and we must resist it if we are to preserve
our faith in our own individuality. But I find it easy enough
to believe of other people. Ideas are ccin the air" and we
catch them as we catch influenza. Only the strongest con-
stitutions resist. Only the greatest men transcend the Zeit-
geist; that is what we mean when we say they are immortal.
But most of us are as firmly embedded in Time as flies in
amber, or rather as stones in a glacier, ever moving irre-
sistibly onward to some unthinkable moraine below.

How shall we fight against Time? The modern age makes
a typical reply with the one word "Speed". But this is a
delusion. Every device for quick transport only makes our
servitude more apparent, and a century of railways has done
much to rivet upon human consciousness the tyranny of Time.
The ancients were content to say, "Let us meet at sundown",
or "Let us set out at sunrise", or "Let us call a halt at noon".
With the invention of clocks, men began to pay obedience to
the arbitrary divisions on the faces of clocks, and to think in
terms of hours. But only the tyranny of railway time-tables
could have forced a procrastinating humanity to think in
terms of minutes. The notion that the 10.13 from Euston